84	you can't be too careful
sleep. Sometimes he was praying. He was praying that he
might be humble, that God would temper this cup to his lips,
that he might be comforted and restored to God's favour.
And sometimes he seemed to be doing sums. And anon he
seemed to be addressing himself to Edward Albert in language
which, though generally scriptural, was invariably un-
pleasant. Towards morning he seemed to come to a definite
conclusion. He spoke as if he was wide awake. " As the
Scotch say, I mustc dree my weird' " he said in an exceedingly
loud voice, and became quite still.
And presently he fell asleep with his mouth wide open, and
snored.
" He giveth his beloved sleep/' whispered his devoted wife.
She had followed all these distressful phenomena with
sympathetic interest.  It seemed he had fought a good fight
and won. She stifled a fit of coughing for his sake. Presently
she also sank into slumber.
Such was the deep spiritual conflict through which Mr
Myame passed, because these two worldlings in their so-
called Reform Club made a net for his feet and compassed
him about, and, understanding nothing of the matter, called
him "Chadband". Would a Chadband, a deliberate
hypocrite, have achieved the stern self-abandonment with
which he now set himself to readjust Edward Albert's affairs ?
That strains the Chadband theory. And would a mere self-
regarding Chadband have displayed the same intensity of
indignation at the wickedness as he conceived it, of Edward
Albert's behaviour ? His wrath was not after the manner of a
Chadband, or a Chadband-Squeers; his wrath and anger
were the wrath and anger of David King of Israel—in humbler
circumstances, of course.
I do not know precisely what they mean, but the only
words that occur to me to round off this description are
" ChadbandforeoothJ"
So let it rest at that.
Beyond all question Mr Myame was of the stuff that
Saints are made of. This is before all things a truthful novel,
and that is the- truth about him—and about them.

